flashily dressed, picking their teeth and studying their racing forms
on the hour journey to the track. There are touts, who have "systems"
and "sure winners" to sell to the crowd at a nominal fee. Every year
the money tills at Jamaica have unclaimed winnings totalling over
half a million dollars, with the result that now the racing commission
has taken it upon itself to inform all bettors of their gains.
Gambling in New York State is illegal outside of New York City,
but here the "numbers" racket, roulette, the slot machines, dice,
cards, fan-tan games, bridge and gin rummy have immense popu-
larity. Fan-tan is played among the Chinese, who, strangely enough,
are ashamed of gambling, and pursue their betting destinies in obscure
and innocent houses in Brooklyn or the Bronx, far from their native
Chinatown in the Bowery. A recent fan-tan case, brought to court,
revealed that one Chinese had bet ten thousand dollars, his life's
earnings, on a single turn of the game.
or
Only when comparisons are made with pre-war standards is the
Ml change in New York life to-day realized: the literature of the
'thirties is out-dated; the glitter is somewhat tarnished; the tempo,
perhaps due to the effort to express it in new terms, is slower. But
there is a basic dynamic pattern which has not changed, and a
twenty-four-hour sweep of the clock to-day or yesterday is much
the same in its multifold events, repeated in endless continuum as
long as the city shall stand.
The Second World War has left a more deadly mark on Americans
than that of World War I, for the stakes were bigger, the instruments
of destruction more terrifying, and the moral values involved far
greater. In the wake of the terrible disaster, made staggeringly
inhuman by the advent of "block-busters", saturation bombing,
and the atomic bomb, there has arisen an enormous restlessness,
a neurotic, zigzag pendulum of living. Values are impermanent, not
only the mundane values, such as the price of sugar, but the spiritual
and moral values of a whole generation. It is an ironic tribute to the
fluctuation of such material values as food availability and the lack
of housing that they contribute to the larger sense of instability and
violent uncertainty, the American's coming to grips with his nebulous
and immortal soul. In a superficial sense, the edge has been taken off
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